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bright red 


Author's Notes: 
contains mentions of self-harm. do not read if easily triggered. 


this is not meant to be disrespectful in any way. this is just a figment of my (slightly morbid imagination) 


They didn't expect it. How could they? Things had only started to go well, and then Cliff was just.gone. There 
was no other way to say it. He was just gone, without any warning. And it hurt so much... 

God, Kirk thought, must be a really incompetent asshole. He remembers his father. The man who made him 
feel worthless. The man who would never accept for who he truly was. He strokes the faint, white scars on 
his wrist. No one had paid enough attention to see them. God was a fucking bastard. His father got to live, 
even though he made his life a nightmare, and Cliff, one of his closest friends, had died. It just wasn't fair. It 
simply wasn't, and there was nothing Kirk, or any of them, could do about it. 


James is a wreck, Kirk thinks as he's watching his friend. His blonde waves fall ragged on his broad back, 


unwashed for days. Ever since the funeral, he's barely left his room, and his supply of alcohol is running low 
worryingly fast. But Kirk doesn't say anything. Last time he did, a purple bruise had blossomed on his cheek for 
a few days. Courtesy of James Hetfield, caught in a drunken rage. So he remains silent, unable to do anything 
but watch his friend slowly succumb to the darkness. He wants to scream that it's not fair, that James 


doesn't deserve to feel such sadness, and that Cliff didn't deserve to die. But when's anything fair. 


The label is pressuring them. They still have a tour to finish, and no bassist. So they do the only sensible thing 
they can do. Well, the only sensible thing Lars thinks they can do. They begin searching for a new bassist. Well, 
just Lars and him. James remains in his catatonic state. Kirk worries about him often, but whenever he voices 
his worries to Lars, the Dane tells him to stop being paranoid, that James will be ok, that he'll pull through. 
And Kirk believes him, because he can't afford not to. 

So they choose a new bassist without James. He's a scrawny kid, with bright blue eyes and auburn curls. His 
eyes shine as bright as James's used to. He's a nice guy, and Kirk tries to make him feel like he belongs. He 
really does. But a small part of him can't help but hate him. Why did Cliff have to die, whilst Jason lives? Kirk 
knows that it's a terribly unfair thought, and that Jason, judging by his level of admiration for Cliff, would 
have gladly given his life for him, so the guitarist tries to banish it out of his mind whenever it occurs. Lars 
seems to mostly accept the situation Out of all of them, Kirk thinks Lars can actually deal with this like a 
functional human being. But he never went through what he and James had to go through. Maybe that's why 
Lars is so good at coping. 

James is a different story. On the night they tell him about Jason, he just locks himself in his room with a 
bottle of whiskey. Kirk can hear him crying through the thin walls of their shitty apartment. And he worries 
that he might just be the next John Bonham. A silent tear makes its way down Kirk's angelic, caramel face. He 
doesn't want to lose James. He can't lose James. That would just be too much. And for the first time, he 
questions what James is to him. In the rare moments when they are both lucid, he just wonders how soft the 
blonde's lips would feel against him. And as he listens to James's sobs, he realizes that he doesn't want to live 
without James. 

In the morning, he wakes up later than usual. Much later than usual. And, to his relief, he finds James 
sprawled on the old, ratty couch. He feels like he can breathe again. James lifts his head to look at the small 
brunette. He wants to cry, but Kirk is there, and he knows how much his crying hurts the smaller man, so 
instead he just gives him a tired smile and pats the empty spot beside him. For a while, they just sit side by 
side, in a sad, comfortable silence. Then James wraps his arms around him, and pulls him closer, and just feels 
Kirk breathe against him. He can't help himself, and kisses the smaller man's forehead. 

Kirk looks at him with those big, brown eyes of his that undeniably make the blonde's heart flutter. 

"Are you ok?", Kirk asks. 

"Yeah" comes the tired answer. James doesn't want to lie to Kirk, but the other's voice is so broken he is 
afraid any shared pain might make him crumble. So he just lies. He'll find a way. For Kirk, for his friend, he'll 
find a way to get himself together. 


The first concert without Cliff is the worst thing he's ever had to go though. He keeps looking to what would 


have been Cliff's side of the stage, but he's not there. So he just grits his teeth, drinks more, and continues to 
play, because he's got no choice, and because he's so full of rage that it's the only thing that gives him any 
relief. Playing, and spending quiet, lonely nights with Kirk. 

There's nothing he hates more than looking at Jason. Jason, in the place where Cliff should be. Jason, smiling 
the way Cliff should be. There is nothing he despises more than that. So he just takes it out on him. Jason has 
learned by now to keep himself far away from James at any cost. James knows, somewhere inside of him, that 
it's not Jason's fault, but he needs a scapegoat, and if Jason is that scapegoat, so be it. 

To his surprise, the protest he receives isn't from Jason. Its from Kirk. It's late, and they're back at the hotel. 
And then his door bursts open. It's the first time when he sees Kirk angry. 

"What is wrong with you mane", the curly haired guitarist asks. "Why do you do this to him?" 

James doesn't answer, just stares at him blankly. He doesn't know what to say, and he just needs Kirk to be by 
his side‘Why would he' he thought ' I've never given him a reason to’. Still, Kirk's sudden angers towards him 
hurts.it hurts him almost as much as Cliffs loss. Maybe a bit more. He doesn't even know. His existence has 
been solely reduced to pain and quiet moments with Kirk. 

"You know what, James?", Kirk continues. "| don't even care. Just get your shit together, dude. Cliffs gone. 
Accept it, it's not Jason's fault. Grow the fuck up!" he snaps. He turns his back to James and leaves, dark curls 


a stormy halo around his head. James just wishes he could touch them, one last time. 


The next time James is in the shower, he takes a shard of the last whiskey bottle with him. He presses it to 
his wrist. And it's like the pain in his heart is gone, if only but a moment. So he does it again, and again and 
again. Until his wrist is all mangled flesh and blood Then he just sits there for a moment, warm blood and 
warm water running down his hand. Then he gets out and tends to his cuts. When he goes to sleep, his cuts 
hurt, but his heart hasn't felt this free in months. He falls asleep smiling. Maybe he's found a solution 


Kirk starts hanging out just with him again. Sometimes they fall asleep like that when they have a free day, 
wrapped around each other on the couch. He starts talking to Jason. He realizes that he's actually a really nice 
guy. James still gets angry, and hate still starts to take over sometimes. But at least now he knows what to 
do. He just makes another bright red cut appear. 


rust red 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a figment of my (slightly morbid) imagination. Never happened. Do not read if you are easily 
triggered by graphic depiction of self-harm. 


This is based on some of my own experiences. 


Rust red 


His arm hurts. It hurts so bad it makes bright white points dance behind his eyelids. He just wants to rip his 
wristband off, let the air cool his burning skin. But he doesn’t. Instead, he just focuses on playing. Besides, he 
thinks, maybe | deserve the pain. For all the pain I've caused to those around me. He cannot afford to 
disappoint the crowd, that is going absolutely crazy in the stadium. He can't do that. He's enough of a 
disappointment already. He looks at Kirk, on the other side of the stage. His curls are flying everywhere, sweat 
dripping down his perfect caramel skin. His plush lips are slightly parted, eyes closed. He is so beautiful, like an 
angel risen straight from hell. James wonders how soft those lips would feel under his, his lithe body under 
him..What is wrong with you? James thinks to himself. He is your best friend. Besides, he's straight. Still, he 
can't help but feel blood rush straight to his cock, and he's grateful for the guitar. Kirk turns his head 
towards him, and shoots him a warm smile, that much to James's dislike, makes his heart flutter. But it also 
gives him a warm feeling that he's addicted to. And then suddenly it's worth it. All the blood and the pain and 


the cuts, they're all worth it for one warm smile of Kirk's. 


After the show, they all head behind to the dressing room. James sits alone, by himself, while the others go 
shower. He can't risk them seeing what he's done to himself. He can't risk Kirk seeing what he's done. He 
doesn't want the only ray of warmth left in his life to worry about him. He doesn't want to hurt him, or 
anyone else for the matter. So he just sits on the dirty floor, with a Budweiser in his hand, scratching at his 
wrist. He feels the tension again. Pulling at his mind, stopping his breath, and he just wants to scream. He just 
wants Kirk to hold him again. But that thought is so wrong to him.it only makes him feel worse. So he digs his 
nails into the wristband, biting on his lip. The pain seems to clarify everything. Everything is ok, for only a 
moment. He can feel the warm flood on his skin, cold sweat dripping down his face. His nails dug just a little 
deeper. And he hurt. And then he whimpered. And then.. 

"James, are you ok, man?". Shit. Kirk was there. Kirk had heard him. What if.. what if he had seen him? What if 
he found out and just left him? He could feel his pulse thump, could feel the cuts pulsing with every beat of 
his heart. 

"Yeah.l'm great." he said. His voice was more tired and much smaller than he had intended it to be. Damn it.. 
"You sure? You don't sound too well. You know you can talk to me, right?" Kirk asked. He just wanted to make 
sure that his best friend was ok For the past few days, James had been a bit..of. He didn't remember the last 
time he'd seen the blond smile. Like, really smile. One of his radiant smiles, that seemed to light up the whole 
room. He never joined Kirk on the couch anymore. And that hurt him more than he wanted to admit. 


"I said I'm fine, Kirk. Stop acting like | can't take care of myself! You're the one who can't handle his own damn 


emotions and always comes to me for comfort!" James snapped at his guitarist. And he regretted it instantly, 
the second he saw tears welling in Kirk's beautiful dark eyes. 

"Ok. Sorry. | thought we were there for eachother. Fine. | won't bother you anymore." the guitarist said in 
almost a whisper, his voice cracking slightly at the end. Then he turned around, and James was left alone with 


his thoughts. 


He enters the shower with a blade in his hand The first thing he doesn't isn't to wash his hair, or even 
properly get under the shower stream. He just presses it against his wrist, as hard as he can. All James sees 
is white in front of his closed eyelids. But he deserves it. And he'd rather see white tha the hurt look on Kirk's 
face when he left the room. He'd rather hear his own sob than the way Kirk's voice cracked when he left. And 
then the blood flows. Sweet, sweet relief washes over him. He thinks that everything is maybe, just maybe, 
alright again. But it didn't last for too long. As soon as he took the blade away from his skin, it all came back. 
So he did it again, and again, and again. Cool blade against still warm skin, soaked in even warmer blood. And now 
he's crying. James Hetfield was crying. And he hasn't cried like this in a long time. Soon, he runs out of space 
on his wrists. So he moves down to his hips, until his mind just leaves him alone. He then just moves to wash 
his hair. When he's done, the blood is still flowing. So he just stares at the bloody shower floor until it doesn't 
anymore. He just grabs his wristbands and covers up the cuts. Those on his thighs are still bleeding, but oh 
well. His pants are black. No one will see. No one will see, because no one cares enough to look closely. Maybe 
Kirk would, but he drove him. That was the one thing he had never wanted to do. The reason he had started 
this in the first place. He wished he could have admitted it sooner. To himself, and to Kirk. James was in love 


with him. So, so in love with him, and now he'd lost him. 


When he walks out, white bolts of pain shoot through his cuts. He wants to scream, he wants to cry for help. 
But he doesn't, because he doesn't deserve anyone's help. 


Lars notices. He always notices the little things about people. Kirk and James no longer are inseparable. At the 
hotel, he hears Kirk cry from the room beside him. And in that moment, he knows. He knows something 
happened. But he also knows that Kirk was in love with James. Did he even tell him that? Is that the reason 
for the fall out? He wants to get into the other room and comfort the curly haired guitarist, he wants to 
know what happened. But he doesn't. He knows he'll never get anything out of Kirk when he's in this state. Or 
from James, for that matter. So he just turns on the other side and tries to go to sleep. 


"James". Damn Lars and his annoying voice, with that stupid Danish accent of his. 

"What?" he asks. He doesn't want to talk to him. He doesn’t want to talk to anyone. He just wants to get back 
to his hotel room, and feel the cold comfort of the blade. But he has to stay there, and talk to Lars, so that 
he won't notice anything. He doesn't want to hurt anyone anymore. 

"What happened between you and Kirk?" Lars asks. 

"Nothing. We just kind of got tired of each other." James says. He isn't completely lying. He is tired. Tired of 
the pain, tired of the hurt, tired of life. His tone has a certain finality to it. And maybe this is somewhat of an 


end. Lars doesn't say anything. He just closes the space between him and James and hugs him. He hasn't done 
that in a while. Maybe he should have. He thinks he can hear James's breath hitch with pain a bit. But he 
hopes it's just his imagination. And then he lets go. 


Another sterile hotel room. Kirk's not there. Kirk hasn't been there, and he never will. Because James was a 
coward. Because he couldn't admit it to himself. He wishes he would have told him. That he had gotten to kiss 
him. It's too late now. He cries as the blade touches his skin. But then things will get better. He's sure of it. 
Kirk won't have to face him, Lars won't have to deal with his moods, or Jason with his unkind words. It will be 
better for everybody. So he presses, as hard as he can, and he pulls the blade along. Its almost beautiful, in 
the most morbid of ways, the way his flesh opens, the way rivers of red flood the gash, the way it flows 
down his too pale skin. He just lays down against the pillow and cires. He picks up the notepad next to his bed, 
and just scribbles, in his small handwriting Kirk, | love you. lim sorry. He just closes his tired eyes and waits 
for the darkness to claim him for the last time. 


Kirk just wants his friend back. He wants the man he loves back. Yes, he was hurt, but he wanted to be with 
James. Needed to be with James. Without him, he was incomplete. So he went to the reception, and asked for 
the key. Headed up the stairs to James's room, and wondered what the first hug would feel like. He dares to 
even hope there will be a first kiss. 


He opens the door, and is faced with a sea of rust red. James is lying on the bed, motionless, blonde waves 
soaked in blood Kirk screams, he just screams, and runs next to James. Whose blue, blurry eyes open, and he 
smiles. A tired smile. Kirk collapses on the bed next to him. He hears Lars's voice. He probably heard his 
scream. At least someone is calling ‘il. Kirk collapses next to James, on the plush bed. His skin is stained with 
his friend's blood. He cradles James's beautiful face in his hands. 

"Am l.. am | dead?" James asks. 

"No baby. You're not" he says through the tears. "Oh God James, just.please don't.don't do this to me. | love 
you so much" Kirk says. There, he said it. He closes the space between their lips and kisses him softly, putting 
all of his love into it. 

"| love you too.."James's breath hitches, and the words are barely a whisper. He touches Kirk's smooth cheek 
"Stay with me James. Please stay with me. | need you.” but the blonde doesn't hear those words. His hand falls 
on the bed, white and called and limp, stayed with rust red. Kirk just holds James close, until the paramedics 
have to pull him away from him. 


All Kirk is left with is James's note, and rust red on his cheek. And somewhere, deep inside of him, is the hope 
that James will be alright, that they will get to say | love you one more time. 


sterile white 
Sterile white 


Kirk crouches down in the waiting room. He's sobbing so hard he can barely breathe, and the knot in his throat 
tightens, and it hurts.James. He needs James. He just wants to tell him he's sorry. He's so fucking sorry he 
didn't see his pain, so sorry he never asked about the wrist bands, and he's sorry he turned his back on him. 
His nails dig into his palms, something that has happened way too frequently in the past few months. It hurts, 
but it feels so good. It gives him clarity. It shouldn't, but it does. At some point, Kirk feels a pair of arms wrap 
around him. Someone else is sobbing into his hair. At first, he thinks it's Lars, but he sees a few strands of 
auburn curls and bright blue eyes. Bright blue eyes, so much like James before. So much like James's eyes 
when he was happy. It only makes him sob harder, and then his vision blackens, and then there are voices 


around him..then just blissful darkness. 


He wakes up to a bright, white light. Kirk squints, his big doe eyes not yet used to its intrusion For a few 
blissful moments. He forgets why he's there. And then he just stares at the sleeve of his grey hoodie. Rust 
red spots. Dried blood. James's blood. James..Where's James? He tries to shuffle in his bed, but he's too 
exhausted to move, so he just falls back against the pillow. | love you.. James's frail, broken and tired voice 
echoes in his head. Those words he had longed to hear..for years he realized. Those words that he wished he 
could have said sooner. So that James could be ok. So that Jame's blood could be inside him, not on the sleeve 
of his hoodie And they may be the last words James ever spoke to him. He closes his eyes tightly. Maybe this 
is a horrible dream, and he'll wake on a bed he'd share with James, and he'd kiss him, and hold him and... then 


he opens his eyes again and looks around. Jason's sitting in a chair next to his bed. 


"Jason? What happened?", Kirk manages to rasp out. That captures Jason's attention HE gives Kirk one of his 
warm, and the guitarist thinks, once again, that Jason is too kind for his own good. 


"You passed out from sheer exhaustion Nurses brought you here’, he said He tries to sound calm and 
reassuring, but Kirk hears it. The slight tremble in his voice. The same tremble James's voice had in it before 


he broke down completely 


"James?". The guitarist tries to talk more, but his throat is so dry, and he doesn't want to talk. He just has to 
know that James is ok. That the man he loves is ok, that they'll have to figure out the thing between them. He 
stares blankly at the white ceiling. Jason hands him a cup of water. Kirk once again thinks he doesn't deserve 


his kindness, but he is so grateful for it that it brings tears to his eyes. 


"He's alive. Passed out, but alive. Lost a lot of blood. Doctors say he got very lucky. You can see him as soon 
as soon as you get up." the bassist told him. Kirk never sporinted out of bed so quickly. He followed Jason 
through the sterile white corridors, ignoring the headache that threatened to split his head. And then Jason 
stopped in front of a door, another white door, and opened it. He mumbled a goodbye, and Kirk was grateful 
that Jason understood him so well. He walked in, not really knowing what to expect. And he tries not to sob at 
the sight in front of him, he really did..but he just couldn't. James, his James, was so pale you could have 


thought he was dead, his blonde waves a mess. The only spot of color in the room was rust red blood that 
stained sterile white bandages, just like the one on his gray hoodie. Tears fell on Kirk's cheeks, and he choked on 
his sob and.James's dead blue eyes. Dead blue eyes, in which the only reflection of life seemed to be the love 
they held for Kirk. A flood of relief invaded Kirk, who made his way on James's bed, and wrapped his arms 
around the frail body of his lover. He smelt of disinfectant, but he could feel him.breathe. He was ok. His 


James was alive. 


"I love you, | love you so much..Please never do that again.Please baby. couldn't take it if | lost you. And | 
wouldn't want to go on if | lost you anyways..” Kirk whispers. He wishes he could have James in their bed, 
after a night of sweet love-making. But they're here. And James is alive. That's all that matters. James looks 
up at him with teary blue eyes. He opens his mouth, as if to say something..but no words come out. Instead, 
he just hides his face in Kirk's chest and lets himself cry, hot tear burning fiery trails on his icy, white 
cheeks. 


"James... James..". The voices. The voices..why won't they stop? There was so much blood..a sea of red.and Kirk 
telling him he loved him. Kirk, with his bouncy curls and doe eyes. Kirk, with his warm smile and soothing voice. 
The only thing he regretted letting go of. But godl, his wrists hurt so bad. It felt like the bones inside them 
were crushed, falling in to themselves. And he could.-feel himself breathing. Because of course, James Hetfield 
would fail to kill himself. James Hetfield, who failed at everything. Who failed everyone he loved. He squeezed 
his eyes shut. A sob made its way to him. 


Kirk's voice floats to him. Kirk, telling he loves him. Kirk, cuddling him in that cold hospital bed. Kirk kissing his 
forehead. Kirk.all he's ever truly wanted. He just nestles into Kirk's chest and cries. He knows he shouldn't, he 
knows he should get himself together..but he's so tired, and it still hurts so much 


“Shhh..cry all you want baby. It's ok. Just let it out. I'm here, and I'm never leaving you again again.never" Kirk 


spoke soothingly. He was crying too, but he knew that he had to be thee for James..for them. 


Fuck.l'm so sorry Kirk. lm sorry I'm such a burden. I'm sorry | did this to you.l'm so fucking sorry that | 


love you.." James said between broken, breathless sobs. 


"IFs ok darling, It's ok. Everything's gonna be ok. It will be alright. | love you so much, ok? | love you so much, 
and | need you to live" Kirk spoke so softly it was barely audible James shook under the sheer shock of the 
sobs. His skin was heating up. In a sick way, Kirk had never been happier to hear the sound of crying. 


Once James was released.it was difficult. Lars and Jason were dealing with the media, yes. But Kirk hadn't 
expected that James would hurt himself again after moving in with him. But he did. Again, and again, and again. 
And it hurt Kirk to see his love in that state, but he just stayed by his side. And slowly, the sadness 


disappeared from James's smile. And that one sunny day, James kissed Kirk, and when he pulled away, his skin 


was no longer sterile white. It was a rosy red, marred by silver streaks of happy tears. 


bright eyes 


Author's Notes: 
so.here we are. the long overdue final chapter. also, this is my first time writing something like this, so please 


keep that in mind as you go though this. 


Everything had been going well for the last couple of months. James had stopped hurting himself. Well, he still 
tried to do it again, but Kirk was always there to stop him. Just like he had promised. He was never going to 
leave James alone anymore. Not for one moment. They would just spend days without end in bed, cuddling, and 
kissing, and just touching each other. And yet, whenever Kirk made any move towards discarding his partner's 
clothing, he was abruptly stopped. James would just quickly get out of bed and go downstairs, or he'd just turn 
around and start shaking. Kirk would just follow him and wrap his arms around the shivering man in an attempt 
to calm him down. Yes, James was getting better, but there was no trace of sexual intimacy. And whilst Kirk 
was willing to do anything for James, he still had his own needs. And, well, for the past couple of days, James 
had slipped his hands under Kirk's shirt. He also wanted it. But he always stopped when Krik tried to undress 


him. 


The moonlight shone bright on the crisp sheets. Krik was laying slightly on top of James, leaving bruising kisses 
on his lips. His hands were tangled into blonde waves, and his nails slightly dug into his shoulders. God, he loved 
the way James tasted. The way he felt.so alive. His hips grinded into the other mans’. Fuck, his hard-on was 
becoming painful. But James was so hard too. Kirk slowly moved his hands lower, trying to get them under 
James's shirt. Trying to get to touch the other man. To feel him breathe, to realize how alive truly was. 


"Kirk, stop". Those words again. Kirk felt his eyes water. James's voice sounded so broken. 


"James, what's going on? What's the matter baby? Why are you hiding from me?" Kirk pressed on He knew 


James wanted this, but for some reason he seemed rather reluctant to let Kirk undress him. 


"The scars. don't want you to see them. Don't want you to see what | did to myself" James mumblem in the 
crook of Kirk's neck He trembled. He had never let anyone see him in such a vulnerable state. No one, not even 


his mother before she died. His big blue eyes shone with tears. 


"Darling, we've been over this. It's ok. | love you. All of you..Please James. Let me show you that | mean it." the 
guitarist said, kissing the blond curls. He breathed in James's smell, and remembered the horrible night when it 
had been stained with blood. By the gods, he loved that man more than he had ever loved anyone else, even 


himself. 


He felt James slowly relax. A timid nod in the crook of his neck, the shallow breaths hot and sharp against his 
skin. Kirk's hands slipped under the other man's shirt, cool fingers sliding over burning skin. Slowly, he lifted 
Jame's shirt, ever so slowly, watching him, wandering if he'd find any touch of hesitation in his blue orbs. But 
he found no such thing. James was smiling softly, liquid diamond tears glistening in his eyes. He straddled 
James's hips as he finally removed the piece of clothing. A lonely tear escaped his eye as he saw angry red 
lines along the pale, almost translucent skin of James's ribs. But still, he was so beautiful it was unreal, Krik 
being almost afraid to touch him so that he wouldn't disappear. James's hands trembled as he tried to cover 
himself in front of Kirk, but the guitarist didn't let him. Instead, he gently took the other man's wrists, kissing 
the scars there too, his eyes fixed on James's, full of love and warmth and adoration, all the things James had 
never felt as a child. Tears flooded blue eyes, and James moved his lips as if he wanted to speak, but no words 
emerged. Kirk removed his shirt and lay his body on top of James's, pinning his wrists to the mattress. He 


kissed his tears away, warm breath fanning over red cheeks. 


‘| love you, James. So, so much. And you are so beautiful, you've got no idea how beautiful you are..Will you 
let me show you Jamie? Show you how much | love you? " he whispered huskily in his lover's ear. He gently 


bit at James's collarbone, who let out a low moan. 


"Yes..Fuck, please Kirk. Please.."his voice was drowned out by a moan which was the result of the brunet 
guitarist grinding his hips into his and providing some much needed friction. Kirk shot him a radiating smile. He 
kissed his way down James's torso, sucking bruises into the too-pale skin, over bright red scars. As he kissed 
down Jame's stomach, he felt the warm body underneath him shake. Kirk lofts his head up in alarm. James is 
crying, yet his lips are graced by a sincere smile. And just like that, Kirk understands. He understands, he feels 
James's shame at what he had done, his fear of being unlovable because of those bright red reminders of 


desperation, his fear of being abandoned as he had been many times before. 


Kirk undresses them both slowly, every piece of clothing slipping down sweaty, scarred skin bringing sweet, 
warm caresses. Soon enough, they were both naked, pressed up against each other, their lips locked in a fierce 
kiss. James's hands ran up and down Kirk's back, nails digging into the other's caramel skin when Kirk moved his 
mouth down his jaw, gently biting and sucking at his neck. Gods, he had dreamt about this so many times 
before, and yet.it was nothing close to reality. To feel James's moonlit body shiver and shudder, skin burning 
between his lips. He kisses down his abs, listening carefully, still fearful that James might want to stop. Kirk 
sits up on his shin to have a proper look aat James. He wishes he could capture this moment forever, James 


with legs wide open, ocean eyes shut in pure pleasure, his lips bruised from the forceful kisses. His perfect 
cock was rock hard, resting against the tan skin of his abdomen. Kirk ran a hesitant hand down James's thighs. 
So many scars marred the pale skin, and yet they didn't chip away from his beauty..they only added to it. This 
was his James, his strong, determined James, who felt so much more than what he chose to show. Those red 
lines were just a reminder of times past, of the red thread of fate that bound them together forever. He 
kissed each and one of them, thus erasing the pain that was still hanging by a thread to each of them. Kirk 
nipped lightly at the tendon of James's thigh, arousal surging in his veins as he heard the other man moan and 


gasp. 


Kirk began to press light kisses to James's cock, from the very base to the tip, pausing to sometimes such on 
the soft, velvety skin He had never done this before, and yet, it seemed so very familiar. He rubbed his 


thumb in gentle circles around the head of James's cock, drawing a gasp out of him. 


"Please Kirk.please" James managed to utter, using all of his will power to not let the words be drowned out 
by a loud moan. His thighs were shaking when Kirk started to properly stroke his cock, ever so slowly, taking 
his time in taking James apart. 


"Please what darling? " Kirk asked, voice husky and a hint of mischief in his eyes. He couldn't believe that it 
was real. That this was truly happening. And James..James looked much better than all his wet dreams, his lips 
bruised and reddened, so completely alive.. 


"Please fuck me Kirk. | need it. | need you. need you so bad". Gods damn it, James needed it. Had needed it for 
so long. Now, for the first time in his life he was able to admit it to himself. To Kirk. To his beautiful, perfect, 
kind lover, who, for some reason, hadn't given up on him even when he himself had. To James's surprise, he 
felt no shame in it. In admitting his weakness. Because this was Kirk, and he deserved to know the man he 


loved. Bruised and damaged as he was, he deserved to know all about that. 


James hadn't even registered that Kirk had grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand drawer and had 
coated his fingers in it. Kirk looked at him once again, as if to silently ask for his permission once more. James 
shyly nodded, golden curls moving like a river of gold across his moonlit pillow. The first finger felt foreign 
inside his body. I+ didn't feel bad, just strange. James couldn't really decide if it was a good kind of strange or 
not. It felt as if the whole world had stilled. Kirk leaned over him, kissing him deeply. James's eyes teared up. 
Never in his life had anyone cared so much about his comfort. Kirk pulled away, nipping at his lower lip as he 
began to move his finger inside James. He could see Kirk's perfect face above him, his blake curls framing his 
face like a curtain of the night. James couldn't believe that this perfect, beautiful man had chosen him. By the 
time Kirk had inserted the second finger, scissoring him open, the pleasure had become almost unbearable. He 
mewled, pushing his hips against Kirk's fingers, begging him to get inside of him. However, the other man 
pushed him down, nipping at his neck as he added yet another finger, whispering against James's skin how much 
he loved him, how precious he was to him, how happy he was that those red, red, bright red lines hadn't 


claimed his life. Once Kirk deemed that he was ready (way later than James himself had), he lined himself up 
to his entrance and just looked into James's blue eyes, stroking his hair, pushing it out of his eyes. James's 
bruised lips formed but a single word: 


"Please", he whispered, his voice breaking. 


"No, honey" Kirk said, "you'll never have to beg for anything in your life ever again’. And with that, he pushed 
in, slowly. James held his breath as Kirk's cock breached him, feeling the slight burn that was soon chased 
away by immense pleasure as Kirk began to thrust. James's arms wrapped against Kirk's shoulders, nails 
digging into the warm flesh. He didn't know how much time had passed, but he could feel, through the haze of 


pleasure, Kirk's thrusts become more and more erratic, his breathing hot actress James's neck. 


James had his arms wrapped tightly around Kirk's body, pressing himself as close as he could to him. He 
pressed gentle kisses to the others’ neck, only stopping when he couldn't help but moan. Never had sex felt like 
that. Sure, he'd have great sex with the groupie's, but this..this was such an intimate affair. And he realised 
that he didn't mind. He didn't mind letting Kirk see him in his most vulnerable state. White hot pleasure 
exploded behind his eyelids, brighter than all the stars in the sky. He could distantly feel a tear roll down his 
cheek, and Kirk's soft lips kissing it all away. He felt strangely empty and sore when Kirk pulled out of him. He 
kept his eyes closed. Perhaps, he was afraid. No, he was terrified that if he opened them, he would realise it 
had been but a cruel illusion He felt soft hands running down his side and tender kisses pressed to his chest, 
grabbing his wrist then and kissing his scars. 


"You can open your eyes dear.it's real. I'm here. We're both here" Kirk breathed out. And James's blue orbs 
opened to meet Kirk's dark ones, so dark that it seemed like they held all the world's shadows. But that was 
home for James. The darkness in them stared right back at him. A challenge. But this time, James wasn't 
afraid. He wasn't ashamed. He wasn't ashamed as he pressed his lips to Kirk's, or as the others' hands grabbed 
his scarred wrists. Sure, he knew it was far from over. But he had Kirk. And in that starlit moment, it was 
enough. 


